PAISLEY REPOSITORY. No. IX. 
MILLAR'S SECOND EDITION 

OF 

HARDYKNUTE, 

AN OLD HEROIC SCOTTISH BALL a .D. 

The Incomparable beauties of this Ballad, 
and the favourable reception which the 
fir ft part has always met with from the 
lovers of ancient poetry, have induced the 
Editor to give the tragedy complete. 
Certain, that while it ornaments his col- 
lection, it muft alfo entertain the reader. 
We are indebted for the fecond part to 
Mr. Pinkerton, the compiler of the Scot- 
tifh Tragic Ballads, who hath had the 
honour of fnatching this valuable remains 
from the jaws of oblivion, and tranfmitting 
to pofterity, the firft complete copy. 
As Dr. Percy's introductory note, on 
the Ballad of Hardyknute, oppofes the 
antiquity and authenticity of Hardyknute, 
we (hail here insert it. ^ 
" As this fine morfel of heroic poetry hath 
generally palled for ancient, it is here thrown 
to the end of our earlieft pieces, that fuch 
as doubt of its age, may the better compare 
it with other pieces of genuine antiquity. 
For, after all, there is more than reafon to 
fufpect, that it owes moft of it beauties, 
(if not its whole exiftence) to the pen 
of a Lady, within the prefent century*, 

* This was printed In the year i ?94. 
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The following particulars may be depended 
upon. Mrs. Wardlaw, whofe maiden name 
was Halket (Aunt of the late Sir Peter 
Halket of Pitferran in Scotland, who was 
killed in America, along with General Bra. 
dock in 1795) pretended (he had found this 
poem written on fhreds of paper, employed 
for what is calhd the bottom of clues. A 
fufpiciun arofe that it was her own compo- 
sition. Some able judges aflerted it to be 
modern. The Lady did in a manner ac- 
knowledge it to be fo. Being defired to 
fhew an additional ftanza, as a proof of this, 
fhe produced the two lait, beginning with 
" There's nae light; &c " Which were not 
in the copv which was fir ft prii tel. '! he 
late Lord Prefident Forbes, and Sir Gilbert 
Elliot of Minto, late Lord Juftice Clerk for 
Scotland, who had believed it ancient, con- 
tributed to the expence of publishing the firit 
edition in foiio, 1719. This account was 
tranfmitted from Scotland by Sir David Dai- 
ry mple, the late Lord Hades, who yet was 
of opinion that part of the ballad may be an- 
cient, but retouched and much enlarged by 
the lady above-mentioned. Indeed he had 
been informed that the late William Thorn- 
fon, the Scottifh Muiician, who published 
The Orpheus Caledeneus in 1733* 2 vol* c>vo. 
declared he had heard fragments of it repeattd 
in his infancy, before Mrs. Wardlaw's copy 
was heard of. 

A fecond part appeared in 1781, acknow* 
Jedged by J. Nichols', to whom the late 



gir David Dalrymple communicated, fubfe- 
cucnt to the account above drawrrrup, ex- 
trad? of a letter from &r John Bruce of 
Kinrofs to Lord Binning, which plainly 
proves the pretended fufp'cion of the frag- 
inent of Hardy knute to have been by Sir John 
Bruce himfelf. His words are " To perforin 
m V promife, 1 fend you a true copy of the 
manufcript I found fome weeks ago in a vault 
at Dunfermline- It is written on vellum, in 
a fair Gothic character, but fo much defaced 
by time, as you'll find the tenth part of it 
is not legible." He then gives the whole 
fragment, as it was firil pubhfhed in 1719, 
fayeond or two ftanzas, marking feveral paU 
fages as having perimedby being illegible in 
the old manufcr.pt. Here it appears that 
Mr John was the author of Hardyknute, but 
afterwards ufed Mrs, Wardlaw as the m.dwife 
of his poetry, and fupprtffrd the Itory of 

the vault." n ' „ 

<« P er cy y s R cliques* 



Mr. Tohn Pinkerton in the Second Edi- 
Vtlon of his *i 8ELECF, SCOTISH 
BALLADS " concludes his Notes or* 
Hardyknute, with the following ob~ 
fervaions. Printed in 1783. 

" I cannot conclude my remarks on this 
Poem without waiting one on the Itory of 
Mrs Wardlaw. That this lady mav have 
indeed received a MS. of it as mentioned 
iwDi PcuyMnUodudory note, is highly 
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probable. Many valuable MSS. prepared 
for the prefs, have had a worfe fate. But 
that ftie was the author of this capital com- 
polkion, fo fraught with fcience of ancient 
m*nnen a* the above notes teflify, I will no 
more credit, than that the common people 
of 1 anarkfhirc, who can repeat f raps of 
both the. parts, are the authoi s of the paf- 
fages theyrehearle. That me did not refufe 
the name of being the original compofer is 
a (trange argument : would not the firfl poet 
in Europe think it added to his reputation ? 
If conjecture may be allowed where proof 
muft ever be wanting, Ifufptd, if we aflign 
the end of the fifteenth century as the date 
of the antique parts of this noble production, 
we mail not greatly err; though at the fame 
time the language muft convince us that 
manv Ihokes have been bellowed by modern 
hands. 

Since the firft publication of this volume, 
Sir J3avid Dalrymple, Lord Hailes, whofe 
abilities have beenfo often, and fo fuccefsfuJly, 
exerted in illuitrating the antiquities of his 
country, to the law and the literature of 
which he is fo great an ornament, has com- 
municated to the Editor fome notices with 
regard to this poem of Hardyknute, which 
fnail here be laid before the reader, almoft in 
his own words. 

The following are extracts of a letter 
written by M'r John Bruce of Kinrofs", to 
Lord Binning, about the year 17 19. 
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* To perform my promife, I fend you a 
« true copy of the manufcript I found, fome 

< weeks ago, in a vault at Dumferliue. It is 

* written on vellum, in a fair Gothic charac- 

< ter; but fo much defaced by time, as you'll 

* find that the tenth part is not legible.' 

Sir John tranferibes fome ftanzas, which 
he calls verfet *'. After 1. I I 2 P. I. (ft. xiv. 
1. 8.) he fays, ' here are four verjes (ftanzas) 
defaced/ and then he tranferibes 1. 113. (ft. 
xv. L I.) At 1 128. ;ft. xvi. 1. 8.) he adds, 
hiatus in MS. and then he tranferibes 1. 153. 
(ft. xix. L 1 ) At 1. 320. (ft. xl. 1 8.) he 
fays, ' Here are ten verfes, (ftanzas) fo fpoiir' 
that I can only guefs by the many proper 
names, that they contain the order of the 
battle of the Scots army, as they flood ranged 
under their different chieftains. ' 

In conclufion Sir John fays, ' there is a 
' vaft deal more of it, but all defaced.' 

The reader is left to judge whether this 
flory of the manufcript on vellum, &c. has 
molt the appearance of a true narrative, or 
of a jeu d'ejprit) addrefled to a familiar 
friend. 

Lord Hailes has a copy of the original 
Edition of Hardyknute, with MS alterations, 
in the hand writing of Dr. John Clerk, Phy- 
fician in Edinburgh. At f. 85. (ft.xi. L 5.) 

* The prefent Editor, thinks that Sir John Brucc's 
verfes have confided of only four lines each, for the air 
contains only four lines, and eight lines is generally 
called a double vcrfe. 

A 3 




it lias * trade Thomas ;* Sir Tohn Bruce has 
« Malcom,' At I.98. f St xii 1 1 j 
Sir John Bruce's MS has * Walter' inltead 
of ' Malcom.' At 1. 103. (ft. xi»i !. 7.) 
* brazen* for 6 Silver;' and at 1 104. * iron 
doors' for ' painted bowels ' 
In Or. Clerk's M % lines, 176 -180 run thus: 
To join his kingadown the hill, 

In halte his ftrides he bent ; 
While m nfhels playand pibrochs fine, 

Afore him {lately wer't. 
In Dr. Clerk's MS the Itanza On Norway's 
coajl, &c. comds in after the itanza, 1 hete on 
a lea^ with much propriety : that reading is 
therefore followed in this Edition. 

I. STATE LIE ftept heeaft the wa% 

And ftatelie ftept he welt ; 
Full feventy zeirs he now had fene, 

With ikerfs feven zeirs of reft. 
He livit quhan Britons breach of faith, 

Wrocht Scotland meikle wae, 
And aye his fword tauldto their fkaith, 

He was their deidhe fae. 

II. Hie on a hill his caftle llude, 

With halls and touris a hicht ; 
And guidly chambers fair to fe, 

Quhar he lodgit mony a knicht. 
His dame fae peirlefs anes, and fair, 

For chalt and bewtiefene, 
Nae marraw had in a' the land, 

Saif Margaret the quene. 
II L Full thirtein fons to him fcho bar* \ 

Ail men of valour Itout, 
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In blutdy ficht with fword : n hand, 
Nyne loft their lives bot doubt ; 

Four yit remainit ; lann mote ihey live 
To ftand by Hege and laud: 

Hie was their fame, hie was their micht, 
And hie was their command. 

IV. Grit luvethty bare to Fairly fair, 

Their filter faft and deir, 
Her girdle fhawit her middle jimp, 

And gowden glift her hair 
Quhat waefou wae hirbewtie bred? 

Waefou to zung and auld, 
Waefou 1 trow to kyth and kin, 

As ftory ever tauld. 

V. The King of Norfe in fummertyde, 

Puft up with pouir and rnicht, 
Landit in fair Scotland the yle, 

Wi' mony a hardie kaicht. 
The tydings to our gude Scots king 

Cam as he fat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in braif aray, 

Drinkand the blude-red wryfle. 

VI. 1 To horfe, to horfe, my royal liege, 

« Your faes ftand in the itrand ; 
< Full twenty thoufand glitterand fpeirs, 

« The chiefs of Norfe command.' 
« Bring meniyftcid,Mage,dapplegray,' 

Our gude king raife and cryd : 
A truftier beaft in all the land, 

A Scots king nevir feyd. 

VII. " Gae" little Page " tell Haidyknute," 

Wha lives on hill fae hie, 
" To draw his fword, the dreid of faes, 

« And haite and follow me." 




The little Page flew fwlft as dart, 

Flung by his mafteris arm ; 
< Can: down, cum down, Lord Hardy., 
knute, 

' And rede zour king frae harm. 

VIII. Then reid, reid grew his dark-brown 

cheiks, 

Sae did his dark-brown brow ; 
His luiks grew kene as they were wonr, 

In danger grit to do 
He hestane a horn as grene as graft, 

And gien five founds fae chrill, 
That tries in green wod fchuke thereat, 

Sae loud rang ilka hill. 

IX. His fons in manlie fport and glie, 

Had pail the fummeris morn ; 
Ouhan lo, down in a grafly dale, 
They heard their fatheris horn. 
* That horn', quod they, * neir founds in 
peace, 

4 We haif uther fport to byde 
And fune they heyd them up the hill, 
And fune were at his fyde. 

X. " Late, late zeftrene, I weind in peace 

" To end my lengthend lyfe ; 
« My age micht weil excufe my arm 

" Frae manlie feats of ftryfe : 
'* But now that Norfe dois proudly boafi, 

" Fair Scotland to inthral, 
" Its neir be faid of Hardyknute, 

" He feird to fecht or fall. 

XI. " Robin of Rothfay, bend thy bow, 

9< Thy arrows fchute fae lei!, 



** That mony a comelte count enirtcc 
They haif turnit to cleidlie pale. 
u Braide Thomas, tak ze but zour lanfs, 

'* Ze neid nae weapons rnair ; 
" Gif ze fecht weit, as zc did anes, 

M 'Gatnrt Weilmorlandis ferfs heir. 

XII. " And Malcom, lfcht of fute as flag, 

11 I hat runs in foreit wyld, 
" Get me my thoufands thrie of men 

6t Weil bred to fword and Icbield : 
" Bring me my horfe and harnifiile, 

" v y blade of mettal clert. — " 
If faes but kend the hand it bare, 

Th'ev fune had fled for feir. 

XIII. " Fareweil,my dame,fae petrlefs gude,' 

And tuke hir by the hand, 
" Fairer to me in age zou feim 

•* Than maids for bewtie farnd : 
" My zungeft fon fall here remain, 
" To guard thefe itatelie touirs, 
" And fchut the fdver bolt that keeps, 
v «« Sae fad zour painted bowers " 

XIV. And firft fcho wet hir comlit cheiks, 

And then hirboddice grene ; 
Thefilken cords of twirtle twift 

Were plet with filvcr fchene ; 
And apron fet with mony a dyee 

Of neidle wark fae rare, 
Wove by nae hand as ze may guefs # 

Sair that of Fairly fair. 

XV. And he hes ridden owre muir and mofs, 

Owre hills and mony a glerr^ 
Quhan he came to a woundit knicht, 
Makand a heavy mane ; 




* H; Ir maim I lye, heir main I djc 9 

* By treacheries faufe gyles ; 

* IVitltfs I was that eirgait faith 

* low eked woman's fmiles ' 
XVI. " Sir knicht gin ze were in my bowir, 

" To lean on filken feat, 
?< My lady's kyndlie care zoud pruve, 

" Quha neir kend deidly hate : 
<k Hit iell wald watch ze all the day 

Her maids at ceid of nicht ; 
" r^nd Fairly fair z>ur heart waldcheir, 

44 As fcho Hands in zoui ficht. 

NOTE S. 
The title of the firft Edition, was Hardy- 

knute, a Fragment. Printed by James 

Watfon, Edinburgh, 1719 

The llanzas not in the hrlt Edition are, 
Nos 17,18,19 21,22,23,24,35,36, 37, 
42 4*, ndthe whole of the fecond part of 
Millar's Edition. 

St. I. 1 1 and 2.1 Hard) k *ute was taking 
his morning walk on the top or battlements 
of his Cattle, when the little page came and 
called to him, •« Cum down, cum down, Lord 
Har. yknute and redt zour Ktng frae harm.' ? 

St I. 1 3 Seventie zeir>.J According to 
Scottifh Hiltorians, Harriyknute, was an old 
man at the battle of the Largs, but not fo 
old as he is here faid to be. 

Bt. I 1 4 ] Abtrcromby who writes the 
t:\elifeof Akxander, tine Lord High Stew- 
ard of Scotland, repreLnts Hard\knute to 
have been deeply intcrefted in the affairs of 
the Scotufh nation during his life. 
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St. I. I. S to 8 ] I have chofen thefe fou* 
lines for words to the air of Hardyknute, 
becaufe the fira line is a fvllable too Ihort. 
William fytler, Efq; of Woodhonfelie, in 
his diffrtion on the Scottiih Mufic, fays, 
«. All our old heroic ballads, fuch as 
Hardikuute, a d others, were undoubtedly 
fmg to chants compofed fo' them, whjch are 
now loft" *Ynd that " the molt ancient of 
the s cottim £bnga Itill preferved, are ex- 
tremely timple and void of all att " 

During the rei^n of Alexander III. the 
En^lifh and >cots enj -yed peac , but Har- 
dyknute, reprefTed the Englifh roSbers, who 
invaded Scotland for the purpofe of plund- 
ering. 

St. I h 7. ^word.] An old Englifh author 
in writing of the Scots arms, fays, they have 
« fiords' all broad and thin, of exceeding 
good temper, and univerfdly f > made as to 
ftice, that as 1 never faw none fo good, fo I 
think it t ard to d vile the better.' 

St. It. 1 • Hie on a bill ] Phis was a 
neceffary precaution in thofe times, when 
ftreno-th wa^he only protedion from violence 
btM i t. H.s cattle Itiuh .] Mr. Pirk- 
erton fays, - From the names and whole 
ti nor of this potm, I am inclined to think 
the chief fcene ia laid in Cunninghamihire, 
where likewife the battle of the Largs, fop- 
pofed to be that fo nobly defenbed in the 
fkft part, was fought " 

Alfo, according to tradition, Glen-Gar* 
?tock cattle is the caRle tf liardjknute. It 
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fands about a mile and a half on the nortk 
of Kdburnie, on that ridge of hills, which 
ftretches to the weft and north of that village. 
From the thicknefs of its walls, and its be- 
ing accefiible on one fideonly, it appears to 
have been a place of confiderable Itrength. 
The ruins of this Edifice are feen at a 
great diftance from the fouth weft champaign 
country. In the 1 6th and 1 7th centuries, 
perfons of the name of Cunningham refided 
in Glen Garnock Caftle 

St. II L 5. His Dame.] Was Jean, 
daughter and heirefs to James, who was Ion 
of Angus Macrodorick, lord of the ifle of 
Bute, and who was defcended of Hardy, 
knute's own family. 

St. IL v. 8. Save Margaret the quene ] 
She was the eldeft daughter of Henry III. 
the King,and Eleanor the Queen of England; 
and was conlidered the molt beautiful woman 
of that age, as appears from the frequent 
allufions made to her in the writings of thofe 
times, particularly in the old hiftorical Scot- 
tifh Baliad of Sir James the Rofs, written 
long after the sera of Hardyknute. In that 
Ballad, the author, to extol the beauty of 
Matilda, daughter of Lord Buchan, the 
Miftrefs of hi* hero, draws the following 
contra it per poelica Ucentia. 

" The fair Matilda dear he lov'd, 

" A maid of beauty rare, 
" Even Margaret on the Scottim. throne, 
" Was never half fo fair." 



J. Nell/on, printer. 



1 <•> 

, 1 v> 

HARDTKNUTE CONTINUES). 



17 " Aryse zoung knicht, and mount zour stei 
" Bricht lows the shynand day; 
" Chuse frae my menzie wham ze pleis, 
" To leid ze on the way." 
Wi' smyless luke, and visage wan, 
The wounded knicht replyd, 
* Kind chiftain zour intent pursue, 
' For heir I maun abide. 
IS 1 To me na efter day nor nicht 
* Can eir be sweit or fair; 
* But sune benethe sum draping trie, 

i Cauld dethe sail end my care.' 
Still him to win strave Hardyknute, 

Nor strave he lang in vain; 
Short pleiding eithly micht prevale, 
Him to his lure to gain. 

19 " I will return wi' speid to bide, 

" Zour plaint and mend zourwae: 
" But private grudge maun neir be quell a 

" Befoir our countries fae. 
Mordac, thy eild may best be spaird 

" The fields of stryfe frae mang; 
" Convey Sir knicht to my abode, 

" And meise his egre pang." 

20 Syne he has gane far hynd, attowre 

Lord Chattan's land sa wyde; 
That lord a worthy wicht was ave, 

Ouhan faes his courage sevd; 
Of Pictish race by mother's syde: 

Quhan Picts rul'd Caledon. 
Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid 

Quhan he saift Pictish crown. 

21 Now with his ferse and stalwart train 

He recht a rising nicht, 
Ouhair braid encampit on the dale, 

Norse menzie lay in sicht; 
u Zonder my valziant sons^ and feir?, 

" Our raping rievers wair, 
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On the unconquerit Scottish swam! 

' v To try with us their fate. 
" Male orisons to him that saift 
u Our sauls upon the rude; 
' Syne braifly shaw zour veins are fi'l'd 

" Wi Caledonian hluid." 
Then furth he drew his trustv glaive, 

Ouhyle thousands all around 
Drawn frac their sheiths glanst in the sin. , 
And loud the bougils sound. 
23 To join his king, adown the hill 
In haste his march he made, 
Quhyle playaud pibrochs minstrals meit 

Afore him stately strade. 
* Thryse welcum valziant stoup of weir, 

' Thy nation's schield and pryde, 
1 Thy king na reasoun has to feir, 
Quhan thou art be his syde. 
24 QuKan bows were bent, and darts were ihn 
. i tor thrang scerce could they flee, 
The darts clave arrows as they met, 

Bir faes their dint mote drie. 
Lang did they rage, and fecht full ferse 

Wi little skaith to man: 
But bludy, bludy was the feild 
Or that Iang day was done! 
The king of Scots that sindle bruik'd 

The war that luk'd lyke play. 
Crew his braid sword, and brake his bow, 

Sen bows seimt but delay. 
Quoth noble Rothsay, < Myne He keep, 

I wat it's bleid a skore/ 
' Haste up my merry men,' cry'd the kin?, 
As he rade on before. 
26 The king of Norse he socht to find, 
Wi him to mense the faucht: 
But on H$ forehead there did licht 

A sharp unsonsie shaft: 
As he. his hand pat up to feil 

The wound, an arrow kene, 
O waefu chance! there pind his hand 
In midst atween Ms evne. 



23 



15 



27 Revenge! revenge! cry'd Rothsay's heir, 

■ * Zour mail-coat sail nocht bide 
4 The strenth and sharpness of my dart,' 

Then sent it throuch his syde. 
Anil her arrow weil he mark'd 
It persit his neck in twa; 

* His hands did quat the silver reins 

He law as eard did fa. 

28 Sair bleids my liege! Sair, sair he bleids ! 

Again with micht he drew, 
And gesture dreid his sturdy bow, 

Fast the braid arrow flew; 
Wae to the knicht he ettled at; 

Lament now quene Elgried; 
Hire dames to wail zour darling's fall. 

His zouth, and comely meid. 

29 * Tak afF, tak afFhis costly jupe,' 

(Of gold weil was it twynd, 
Knit lyke the fowler's net, throuch quhilk 
His steilly harness shynd.) 

* Bear Norse that gift frae me, and bid 
, • Him venge the blude it weirs; 

* Say, if he face my bended bow 

4 He sure na weapon feirs. 
SO Proud Norse with giant body tall, 

Braid shoulder, and arms strong; 
Cr y d > * Quhar is Hardyknute sae fam'd, 

■ ' And feird at Britain's throne? 
4 Thouch Britons tremble at his name, 
4 1 sune sail mak him wail, 

* That eir my sword was made sae scharp, 

4 Sae saft his coat of mail' 

31 That brag his stout heart cold na byde, 

It lent him zouthfu micht: 
44 I'm Hardyknute. This day," he cry'd, 

44 To Scotland's king I hecht 
44 To lay thee law as horse's hufe, 

44 My word I mean to heid:" 
Syne with the first straik eir he strak 

He gard his body bleid. 

32 Norse ene lyke grey gosehawk's staird wv!d, 

He sichtwi shame and spyte; 
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1 Disgrac'd is now my far famd arm 
4 That left thee pouir to smyte." 

Syne gicd his helm a blow sae fell, 
It made him down to stoup, 

Sa law as he to ladies us'd, 
In courtly gyse to lout. 

33 Full sune he rais'd his bent body, 

His bow he marveld sair, 
Sen blaws till than on him but dar'd 

As touch of Fairly fair. 
Norse ferliet too as sair as he, 

To see his stately luke; 
Sa sune as eir he strak a fae, 

Sa sune his lyfe he tuke. 

34 Quhair lyke a fyre to hether set, 

Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A sturdy fae, with hike enrag'd, 

Up towards him did prance. 
He spur'd his steid throuch thickest ranks 

The hardy zouth to quell; 
Quha stude unmuvit at his approach 

His fury to repell. 

35 1 That schort brown shaft, sae meinly trimd 

' Lukes lyke poor Scotland's gicr; 
4 But drcidfu seims the rusty point!' 

And loud he leuch in je'ir. 
" Aft Britons blude has dim'd its shyne 

" Its point cut short their vaunt." 
Syne pierc'd the boaster's bairded cheik, 

Na tyme he took to taunt. 
3G Schort quhyle he in his sadil swang; 

His stirrip was na stay, 
But feible hang his unbent knie, 

Suir taken he was fay? 
Swyth on the hardend clay he fell, 

Richt far was heard the thud; 
But Thomas lukit not as he lay 

All waltering in his blude. 
87 Wi careless gesture, mynd unmuvit, 

On rade he north the plain; 
His seim in peace, or fercest stryfe, 

Ave reckless and the same. 
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Nor zit his heart, Dame's d/mpeld cheik, 
Cold meisc saft luvc to bruik; 

Till vengefu Ann return'd his scorn, 
Then languide grew his hike. 

38 In thrauisof dethc, wi wallowit cheik, 

All panting on the plain, 
The bleiding corps of warriours lay, 

Neir to aryse agane; 
Neir to return to native land; 

Na mair wi blythsum sounds 
To boist the glories of that day, 

And shaw their shynand wounds. 

39 There on a lie, quhar stands a cross 

Set up for monument, 
Thousands fti ferce, that simmer's day, 

Fill'd kene Weiris black intent. 
Let Scots, quhyle Scots, praise Hardyknute. 

Let Norse the name aye dreid: 
Aye how he faucht, aft how he spaird 

Sail latest ages reid. 

40 On Norway's coast the widowit dame 

May wash the rocks wi teirs, 
May lang hike owre the schiplcss seis 

Befoir her mate appeirs. 
Ceise, Emma, ceise to hope in vain, 

Thy lord l)is in the clay; 
The valziant Scots nae rievers thole 

To carry lyfe away. 
11 The westlin wind blew loud and chill, 

S.iir beat the heavy shouir, 
Mirk grew the nicht eir Hardyknute 

Wan neii his stately touir; 
His touir that us'd wi torches bleise 

To shyne saefar at nicht, 
Seim d now as black as mourning weid 

Na marvel sair he sich'd. 
42 " Thairs na licht in my lady's bouir.. 

" Thairs na hcht in my ha; 
" Na blink shynes round my Fairly Fair,- 

" Na ward stands on mv wa. 
" Quhai bodes it? Thomas, Robert, say." 

Na answer fits their dreid. 
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« Stand back, my sons, lie be zour <r y d 
But by the past wi speicl. 
S " As fast I've sped owre Scotland's facs 
There ceist his brag of weir, 
Sair schamit to mind ocht but his dame, 

And maiden Fairly Fair. 
Black feir he felt, but quha to feir, 
He wist na zit wi dreid: 
Sair schuke his body, sair his limbs, 
And a' the warriour flied. 



PART II. 
45 " Return, return, ye men of bluid, 
" And bring me back my chylde!'' 
A dolefu voice frae mid the ha 

Reculdwi echoes wylde. 
Besiraught wi dule and'dreid, na pouir 

Had Hardy knute at a'; 
Full thrise he raught his ported speir, 
And thrise he let it fa. 
45 " O! haly God, for his deir sake, 

" Wha sav'd us on the rude. 

He tint his praier, and drew his <Waive, 

Yet reid wi Norland bluid. 45 
"Braydon, brayd on, my stalwart sons, 

" Grit cause we hae to feir; 
" But aye the canny ferce contemn 
" They hap they canna vein" 
46 'Return, return, ye men of bluid, 

' And bring me back my chylde!' 
The dolefu voice frae mid the ha 

Reculd wi echoes wvlde. 
The storm grew ryfe th'rouch a' the lift, 

The rattling thunder rang, 
The black rain shour'd, and lichtning glent 
Their harmsine alang. 
47 What feir possest their boding breasts, 
Whan, by the gloomy glour, 
The castle ditch wi dead bodies 
They saw was fill'd out owr! 
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Quoth Hardyknute, " I wold to Chryste 

" The Norse had wan the day, 
" Sae I had keipt at hame but anes, 

" Thilk bluidy feats to stay." 
4$ Wi speid they past, and sune thev recht 

The base-courts sounding bound, 
Deip groans sith heard, and throuch the 

Lukd wistfully around. 
The moon, frae hind a sable cloud, 

Wi sudden twinkle shane, 
• Whan, on the cauldrif card, they fand 

The glide Sir Mordac layn. 
49 Besprent wi gore, frae helm to spur, 

Was the trew heartit knicht; 
Swyth frae his steid sprung Hardvknute, 

Muvit wi the heavy sicht. 
" O sav thv master's shield in weir, 

J t 9 7 

< " His sawman in the ha, " 
" What hatefu chance cold hae the pouir 

" To lay thy eild sae law?" 
ft) To his complaint the bleiding knicht 

Rcturn'd a piteous mane, 
And recht his hand, whilk Hardyknute 

Claucht straitly in his ain: 
' Gin eir ye see lord Hardyknute, 

* Frae Mordac ye maun say, 
' Lord DralTan's treason to confute, 

' Heus'dhis steddiest fay.' 

1 He micht na mair, for cruel dethe 

Forbad him to proceid:- 
" I vow to God, I wina sleip 

M Till I see DrafFan bleid. 
*' My sons, your sister was owr fair: 

" But bruik he sail na laiig 
" His gude betide; my last forebode 

" He'll trow belyve na sang. 

2 ' ; Bown ye my eydent friends to kyth 

" To me your luve sae deir; 
" The Norse' defeat mote weil persuade 

" Na riever ye neid feir." 
The speirmen wi a michty shout, 

Cryd, ' Save our master deir ? 
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4 While he dow bear they sway bot car*. 

* Na reiver we sail feir.' 
Return, return, ye men of blude, 

« And bring me back my chylde!' 
The doiefu voice frae mid the ha 

Reculd wi echoes wylde. 
" I am to wyte, my valiant friends:" 

And to the ha they ran: 
The stately dore full straitly steikit 
Wi iron bolts thrie they fand. 
54 The stately dore, thouch streitly steikit 
W r i waddin iron boltis thrie, 
Richt sune his micht can eithly'gar 

Frae afF its hinges flie. 
" Whar hae ye tane my dochter deir! 

" Mair wold I sec iier deid 
u Than see her in your bridal bed, 
" For a' your portly meid. 
5 " What thouch my gude and valiant lord 
" Lye strecht on the cauld clay? 
" My sons the dethe may ablins spair 

" To wreak their sister's wae. 
" O my li el lord, cold I but ken 

" Whar thy dear corse is layn, 
Frae gurly weit, and warping blast 
" I'd shield it wi my ain! 
J " Dreir dethe richt sune will end my dule 
" Ye riever ferce and vile, 
41 But thouch ye slay me, frae my heart 

" His luve ye'lf neir exile." 
Sae did she crime wi heavy cheir, 

Hyt luiks, and blearit eyne; 
Then teirs first wet his manly cheik 

And snawy baird bedeene. 
1 Na riever here, my dame sae deir, 

' But yourleil lord you sec; 
' May hiest harm betide his life' 

* Wha brocht sic harm to thee! 
' Gin anes ye may believe my word, 

' Nor am I usd to lie, 
' Py da y prime he or Hardy knute, 
4 The blu;dy dethe sail die,' 
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58 The ha, whar late the linkis bricht 

Sae gladsumshind at ein, 
Whar penants gleit a gowden bleise 

Owr knicht3 and ladys shene, 
Was now sae mirk, that throuch the bound. 

Nocht mote they wein to see, 
Alse throuch the southern port the moon 

Let fa a blinkand glie. 

59 " Are ye in suith my deir luv'd lord?" 

Nae mair she doucht to say, 
But swoonit on his harnest neck 

Wi joy and tender fay. 
To see her in sic balefu sort 

Reviv'd his selcouth feirs; 
But sune she raisd her comely luik, 

And saw his faing teirs. 
€0 " Ye are na wont to greit wi wreuch, 

" Grit cause ye hae I dreid; 
" Hae a' our sons their lives redeemit 

" Frae furth the dowie feid?" 
1 Saif are our valiant sons, ye see, 

* But lack their sister deir; 
4 Whan schois awa, bot ony dcubt, 

1 Wi hae grit cause to feir.' 

61 " Of a' ourwrangs, and her depart, 

" Whan ye the suith sail heir, 
" Na marvel that ye hae mair cause, 

" Than ye yit weind to feir. 
" O wharefore heir yon feignand knicht 

" Wi Mordac did ye send? 
" Ye suner wald hae perc'd his heart 

" Had ye hia ettling kend." 

62 ' What may yemein, my perless dame? 

' That knicht did muve my ruthe 

* Wi balefu mane; I did na dout 

1 His curtesie and truthe. 

* He maun hae tint, wi sma renown, 

1 His lyfe in this fell rief ; 

* Richt sair it grieves me that he heir 

4 Met sic an ill relief. 5 

63 Quoth scho, wi teirs that down her cheiks 

Ran like a silver shouir, 

c 



« May ill befa the tide that brocht 
44 That fause knicht to cur touir: 

" Kend ye na Draftan's lordly port, 
" Thouch cled in leniently grafch* 

" Thouch hidden was his hautie luke, 
" The visor black benethe? 

64 4 Now as I am a knicht of weir, 

' I thocht his seiming trew; 
4 But that he sae deceiv d r,w ruthe 

4 Full sairly he sail rue.' ' 
M Sir Mordac to the sounding ha 

44 Came wi his cative fere;" 
" My syre has sent this wounded knicht 

44 To prove your kyndlie care. 

65 44 Your sell maun watch him a' the dav, 

" Your maids at deid o nicht, 
M And Fairly Fair his heart maun cheir 

" As scho stands in his sicht." 
" Na suner WOE Sir Mordac gane, 

4 Than up the featour sprang;" 
1 The hive alse o your dochter deir, 

4 I feil nae ither pang.' 

66 4 Thouch Hardyknute lord Draffan's suit 

4 Refus'd wi meikle pryde; 
4 By his gude dame and Fairly Fair 

4 Let him not be deny'd.'' 
" Nocht muvit wi the cative's speech, 

44 Nor wi his stern command; 
" Itreasoua! cry'd, and Kenneth's blade 

" Was glysterand in his hand. 
G7 " My son, lord Draffan heir you see, 

" Wha meins your sister's fay 
" To win by guile, whan Hardyknute 

44 Strives in the irie fray." 
" Turn thee! thou riever Baron, turn: ' 

" Bauld Kenneth cry'd aloud; 
" But sune as Draffan spent his glaive, 

" My son lay in his bluid." 
68 4 I did nocht grein that bluming face 

4 That dethe sae sune sold pale; 
4 Far less that my trew hive, throuch me 5 

* Her brither's dethe sold wail 
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i But fen ye $ey our force to prive, 
4 Our force we sail you shaw!" 
"-Syne the shrill-sounding horn bedenc- 
" He tuke frae down the wa. 

69 Eir the portculie cold be flung, 

" His kyth the base court fand; 
" Whan scantly o their count a teind, 

44 Their entrie might gainstand. 
" Richt sune the raging rievers stude 

44 At their fause masteris syde, 
" Wha, by the haly maiden, sware 

44 Na harm sold us betide. 

70 44 What syne befell ye weil mav guess, 

" Reft o cur eilds delicht.' - 

* We sail na lang be reft, by morn 

4 Sail Fairly glad your sicht. 
' Let us be gane, my sons, eir now 

4 Our menie chide our stay; 
* Fareweil, my dame; your dochter's Itive 

4 Will sune cheir your efrray.' 

71 Then pale, pale grew her teirfu cheik; 

44 Let ane o my sons thrie 
'« Alane gyde this emprize, youreild 

44 May ill sic travel drie. 
44 O whar were I, were my deir lord, 

44 And a' mv sons to bleid ! 
44 Better to bruik the wrang than sae 

44 To wreak the hie misdeed." 

72 The gallant Thomas rose bedene 

His richt of age to pleid: 
And Roth say shawd his strenthie speir: 

And Malcolm meind his speid. 
4 My sons, your stryfe I gladly see, 

4 But it sail neir be saven, 
4 That Hardyknute sat in his ha, 

* And heird his son was slayen, 

73 4 My lady deir, ye neid na feir; 

The richt is on our syde: 
Syne rising with richt frawart haste 

Na parly wald he byde. 
The lady sat in heavy mude, 

Their tunefu march to heir, 
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Whyle, far ayont her ken, the sound 
Na mair mote roun her ear. 
74 O hae ye sein sum gliterand touir, 
Wi mirrie archers crownd 
Wha vaunt to see their trembling fae 
Keipt trae their countries bound? 
Sic ausum strenth shawd Hardyknute- 

Sic seimd his sately meid ! 
Sic pryde he to his menie bauld, 
Sic feir his faes he gied. 

75 Wi glie they past owr mountains rude, 

Owr muirsand mosses weit; 
Sune as they saw the rising sun^ 

On DrafFan's touris it gleit. 

O Fairly Fair I marvel sair 

That featour eir ye Iu'd, 
Whase treasoun wrocht your father's bale. 

And shed your brither's blude! 

76 The ward ran to his youthfu lord, 

Wha sleip'd his bouir intill; 
Na time for skuth, V our raging fae's 
< Fare doun the w'estlin hill. 
4 And by the libbard's gowden low 

* In his blue banner braid, 

' That Hardyknute his dochter seiks, 

* And DrafFan's dethe, I rede.' 

77 « Say to my bands of matchless micht, 
Wha camp law in the dale, 
To busk their arrows for the fecht, 

And streitly gird their mail. 
Syne meit me heir, and wein to find 

Na just or turney play; 
Whan Hardyknute braids to the field, 
Weir bruiks na lang delay." 
78 His halbrik bricht he brac'd bedene; 
Frae ilka skaith and harm 
Securit by a warloc auld, 

Wi mony a fairy charm. 
A seimly knicht cam to the ha; 

* Lord DrafFan I thee braive, 
i rae Hardyknute, my worthy lord. 
To fecht wi speir or glaive.' 
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79 " Your hautie lord me braives in vain 

Alane his micht to prive, 
For wha in single feat of weir 

Wi Hardyknute may strive ? 
But sith he meins our strenth to sey, 

On case he sune will find, 
Th3t thouch his bands leave mine in ire, 

In force they're far behind. 

80 Yet cold I wete that he wald yield 

To what bruiks na remeid, 
I for his dochter wald na hain 

To ae half o my steid." 
Sad Hardyknute apart frae a* 

Lean'd on his birnest speir; 
And, whan he on his Fairly deimd, 

He spaird na sich nor teir. 

81 " What meins the felon cative vile? 

Bruiks this reif na remeid ? 
I scorn his guilefu vows, ein thouch 

They recht to a' his steid." 
Bound was lord Draffan for the fecht,. 

Whan lo! his Fairly deir 
Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha 

Wi a' the speid of feir. 
8-2 Ein as the rudie star o' morn 

Peirs throuch a cloud of dew, 
Sac did scho seim, as roun his neck 

Her snawy arms scho threw. 
* O why, O why, did Fairly wair 

On thee her thouchtless luve? 
Whase cruel heart can ettle aye 

Her fathers dethe to pruve!' 

83 And first he kiss'd her bl inning cheik. 

And sync her bosom deir; 
Then sadly strade athwart the ha, 

And drapd ae tendir teir. 
" My menie heid my words wi care. 

Gin ony dare to slay 
Lord Hardyknute, by hevin Isweir- 

Wi Jyfe he sail na gae," 

84 ' My maidens bring my bridal gown, 

I little trew'd yestrene, 
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To rise frae bonny Draffan's bed, 

His bluidy dethe to sene.' 
Owr Nethan s weily streim he far'd 

Wi seiming ire and pryde ; 
His blason, glysterand owre his helm. 
Bare Allan bv his syde. 
85 Syne up to the hie balcenie 

Schois gane wi a' her train, 
And sune scho saw her stalwart lord 

Attein the bleising plain. 
Richt sune the bugrls blew, and lang 

And bluidy was the fray; 
Eir hour of mine, that ehic tyde, 
Had hundreds tint their day. 
S6 Like beacon bricht at deidetf nichf„ 
The michty chief muvit on; 
His basnet bleising to the sun, 
Wi deidly Jichtning shone. 
DrafFan he socht, wi him at anes 

To end the cruel stryfe; 
But aye his speirmen thranging round 
Forefend their leaders lyfe. 
&7 The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid 
Ran reiking mony a mile; 
Few stude the faucht, yet dethe alane 

Cold end their iric toil. 
' Wha flie, i r yow, sailfrae my speir 

Receive the dethe they dreid!' 
OydDraffan, as alang the plain 
He spurd his bluid-red steid. 
88 Up to him sune a knicht cam prance, 
A' graithd in silver mail: 
M Lang hae I socht thee throuch the field 

This lance will tell my tale." 
.Rude was the fray, till Draffan's skilj 

Owrcam his youthfu mioht ; 
Fiercd throuch his visor to the eie 

- ™ WaS Slain lhe comel y knicht. 
89 Tiie visor on the speir was deft, 

And DrafFan Malcolm spied': 

4 Ye should your vaunted speid this day, 

Ar.d rot your strenthhae seyV'/ 



"•Cative, awa yc maun na flic," 
Stout Rothsay cryd bedcne, 

M Till, frae my glaive, ye wi ye beir 
The wound ye feign'd yestrene." 

90 4 Mair o' your kins bluid hae I spilt 

Than I docht cvir grein; 
See Rothsay whar your brither lyes 

In dethe afore your eyne,' 
Scant Rothsay stapt the faing teir; 

" O hatefu cursed deid! 
SaeDrafFan seiks our sister's luve, 

Nor feirs far ither meid" 

91 Swkh on the word an arrow cam 

Frae ane o' Rothsay's band, 
And smote on DrafFan's* lifted targe, 

Syne Rothsay's splent it fand. 
Piercd throuch the knie to his ferce steid, 

Wha prancd wi egre pain, 
The chief was forc'd to quit the stryfe, 

And seik the nether plain. 
02 His minstrals there wi dolefti care 

The bluidy shaft withdrew; 
But that he sae was bar'd the fecht 

Sair did the leider rue. 
4 Cheir ye my mirrie men,' DrafFan cryd, 

Wi meikle pryde and glie; 
' The prize is our*; nae chieftan bides 

Wi us to bate the <me.' 

93 That liautie boast heird Hardyknute, 

Whar he lein'd on his spier, 
Sair weiried wi the nune-tide heat, 

And toil sum deids of wt : . 
The first sicht, whan he past the thrang, 

Was Malcolm on the swaird; 
" Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tane ; 

And thy youthied had spaird! 

94 DrafFan, I ken thy ire, but now 

Thy micht I mein to see !" 
But eir he strak the deidly dint 

The syrc was on his knie. 
A X.ord Hardyknute stryke gif ye may, 

I neir will strive wi thee; 
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For feir your dochter see you slayn 
Frae whar she sits on hie! 
95 Yestrene the priest in haly band 
Me join'd wi Fairly deir; 
For her sake let us part in peace, 
And neir meit mair in weir.' 
" Oh! king of hevin, whatseimly speich 

A featour's lips can send! 
And art thou he wha baith my sons 
Brocht to a bluidy end; 

96 Haste, mount thy steid, or I sail licht 

And meit thee on the plain; 
For by my forbere's saul we neir 

Sail part till ane be slayne." 
' Now mind thy aith,' syne DrafFan stout 

To Allan loudly cryd, 
Wha drew the shynand blade bot dreid 

And perc'd his master's syde. 

97 Law to the eard he bleiding fell, 

And dethe sune clos'd his eyne. 
" DrafFan, till now I did na ken 

Thy dethe cold muve my tein. 
I wold to Chryste thou valiant youth, 

Thou wert in lyfe again; 
May ill befa my ruthless wrauth 
^ That brocht thee to sic pain! 
98 Fairly, anes a' my joy and pryde, 
Now a' my grief and bale, 
Ye maun wi haly maidens byde 

Your deidly faut to wail. 
To Icolm beir ye DrafFan 's corse 

^ And dochter anes sae deir, 
Whar she may pay his heidless luve 
Wi mony a mournfu teir." 
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OF 

HARDYKNUTE, 

AN OLD HEROIC SCOTTISH BALL \D. 

The Incomparable beauties of this Ballad, 
and the favourable reception which the 
firft part has always mrt with from the 
lovers of ancient poetry, have induced the 
Editor to give the tragedy complete. 
Certain* that while it ornaments his col- 
lection, it muft alfo entertain the reader. 
We are indebted for the fecond part to 
Mr. Pinkerton, the compiler of the Scot- 
tifh Tragic Ballads, who hath had the 
honour of fnatching this valuable remains 
from the jaws of oblivion, and tranfmitting 
to polterity, the firft complete copy. 
As Dr. Percy's introductory note, on 
the Ballad of Hardyknute, oppofes the 
antiquity and authenticity of Hardyknute, 
we fhall here insert it. 
" As this fine morfel of heroic poetry hath 
generally paffed for ancient, it is here thrown 
to the end of our earlidt pieces, that fuch 
as doubt of its age, may the better compare 
it with other pieces of genuine antiquity. 
For, after all, there is more than reafon to 
fufpect, that it owes moft of it beauties, 
(if not its whole exilience) to the pen 
of a Lady, within the prefent century*. 

•This was printed in the year 1794. 
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The fo lowmg particular* may U depended 
upon Mrs. VVardlaw, whofe maiden name 
was Ha ku (Aunt of the late Sir p eter 
Halket of Pitfenan in Scotland, v ho w as 
killed in America, alon K r with General Bra 
dock in 17*5) pretended (he had found this 
poem written on fh reds of paper, employed 
for what is called the bom m of dues. A 
'fpicion arofe that it was her own compo- 
W*m. Some able judges affected it to be 
modern. The Lady did in a manner ac - 
knowlrdge it to be fo. l3ein R defired to 
Jew an additional ftanfca, as a proof of ihU 
Re produced the two Jail, beginning with 
<' 1 here's nae light, & c " Whn h were not 
in the copy whit h was firft pri te 1 I hp 

rfr F ° ,bts ' and Gilbert 

Llbotof Minto, late Lord [ufhee Clerk for 

.Scotland, who had believed it ancient, con. 
tnbjited^ to the expence of publifiYng the firft 
edition in folio, , 7 , 9 . i hfs account w ^ 
tranfmitted from Scotland by Sir David Dal- 
rymple, the late Lord Hades, who yet was 
of opinion that part of the ballad may be an- 
cient, but retouched and much enlarged by 
trie lady above-mentioned. Indeed he had 
been informed th it the late William Thorn- 
fon , the Scottffh Muliuan, who pubi.fnei 
i he Orpheus Caledoneus in 1733, 2 vols 8vo. 
declared he had beard fragments of it repeated 
H h.s infancy, before Mrs. Wardlaw's copy 
was heard of. 

■ Afecond part appeared in 1 781, acknow- 
(«%«d by J. Nichols^ to whom the Lite 



Sir David Dalrymple communicated, fubfe* 
quent to the account above drawn up, ex- 
tracts of a letter from Sir John Bruce of 
Kinrofs to Lord Binning, which plainly 
proves the pretended fufptcion of the frag- 
ment of Hardy knute to have been by Sir John 
Bruce himfelf. His words are " To perform 
my prorhife, I fend you a true copy of the 
manufcript I found fome weeks ago in a vault 
at Dunfermline- It is written on vellum, in 
a fair Gothic character, but fo much defaced 
by time, as you'll Mud the tenth part of it 
is not legible." He then gives the whole 
fragment, as it was firft publifhed in 171 9, 
fave one or two (lanzas, marking feveral paf- 
fages as having penlhedby being illegible m 
the old manuienpt. Here it appears that 
i v ir John was the author of Hardyknute, but 
afterwards ufed Mrs. Wardlaw as the m dwife 
of his poetry, and fupprefTrd the itory of 
the vault." 

" F erry's fie/iqites." 

Mr. John Pinkerton in the Second Edi- 
tion of his '« SELECT SCOHSrl 
BALL ADS" concludes his Notes on 
Hardyknute, with the following ob^ 
ic. \. tions Print < d ip 1783. 

" I cannot conclude my remarks on tin's 
Poem without walling one on the llory of 
Mrs Wardlaw. That this lady mav have 
indeed received a MS. of it as mentioned 
in Di i\ ny'b introductory uute, ib highly 
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probable. Many valuable MSS. prepared 
for the prefs, have had a worfe fate. But 
that (he was the author of this capital com- 
poikion, fo fraught with fcience of ancient 
manners as the above notes teflify, I will no 
more credit, than that the common people 
of Lanarkshire, who can repeat f raps of 
both the parts, are the authois of the paf- 
fages they rehearie. That fhe did not refufe 
the name of being the original compofer is 
a ilrange argument : would not the firft poet 
in Europe think it added to his reputation ? 
If conjecture may be allowed where proof 
mull ever be wanting, 1 fufpe<St, if we aflign 
the end of the fifteenth century as the date 
of the antique parts of this noble production, 
vre lhall not greatly err; though at the lame 
time the language mud convince us that 
many ilrokes have been bellowed by modern 
hands. 

Since the firit publication of this volume, 
JSir David Dalrymple, Lord Hailes, whofe 
abditieshave beenfo often, and fo fuccefsfully, 
exerted in illultrating the antiquities of his 
country, to the law and the literature of 
which he is fo great an ornament, has com- 
municated to the Editor fome notices with 
regard to this poem of Hardyknute, which 
mall here be laid before the reader, almoft in 
his own words. 

The following are extracts of a letter 
written by -Sir John Bruce of Kinrofs, to 
Lord Binning, about the year 17 19. 



* To perform my promiTe, I fend you a 
1 true copy of the manufcript I found, lome 
» weeks ago, in a vault at Dumferline. It is 
? written on vellum, in a fair Gothic charac- 

* ter; butfo much defaced by time, as you'll 
''find that the tenth part is not lergiblc.' 

Sir John transcribes fome ftanzas, which 
he calls verfe? *. After I n z P. I. (ft. xiv. 
1. S.) he fays, « here are four verjes (itanzas) 
defaced,' and then he tranfcribrs 1. 113. (ft. 
xv. 1. 1.) At 1 128. (ft. xvi. 1. 8.) he adds, 
hiatus in MS. and then he tranfcribes 1. 153. 
(ft. xix. L i ) At h 320. (ft. xl. L 8.) he 
fays, 6 Here are ten 'nmfes\ (ftanzas) fo ipoiit 
that I can only guefs by the many proper 
names, that they contain the order of the 
battle of the Scots army, as they flood ranged 
under their different chieftains.' 

In conclufion Sir John fays, * there is n 
* vaft deal more of it, but all defaced.' 

The reader is left to judge whether this 
ftoryof the manufcript on vellum, &c. has 
moft the appearance of a true narrative, or 
of a jeu d'efprit, addreffed to a familiar 
friend. 

Lord Ha iles has a copy of the original 
Edition of Hardyknute, with MS alterations, 
in the hand writing of Dr. John Clerk, Phy- 
fician in Edinburgh. At 1. 85. (ft.xi. 1. 5.) 

* The pretent Editor, thinks that Sir John Brucc's 
ver&s have confided of only four lines each, for the air 
contai ns only four lines, and eight lines is generally 
called a docble vcrfc. 

A 3 
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it has « brade Thomas ; 9 Sir John Bruce nas 
•bred Malcom,' At 1. 98. f St xii. 1 t ) 
Sir John Brace's MS has * Walter* inftead 
of * Maicom/ At I. 103. (ft. xi.i 1. 7.) 
* brazen* for * Silver;' and at 1 104.. * iron 
doors' for ' painted bowers ' 
In 1 >r. Clerk's MS. lines, 176-180 run thus : 

To j )in his king adown the hill, 
In hatte his rides he bent ; 

While nvnftrels playand pibrochs fine, 

Afore him fUtely we-n. 
In Dr. Cleik's MS. the ftanza On Norway's 
conjl, &c. comes in after the ttanzi, 1 bete on 
a lea> with much propriety : that reading ie 
therefore followed in this Edition. 

L STATE LIE ftept heeaft the wa% 

And flarelie ftept he welt ; 
Full feventy zeirshe now had fene, 

With ikerfs feven zeirs of reft. 
He livit quhan Britons breach of faith, 

Wrocht Scotland meikle wae, 
A nd aye his fword tauldto their Ikaith, 

He was their deidlie fae. 
II. Hie on a hill his cattle dude, 

With halls and touris a hicht ; 
And guidly chambers fair to fe, 

Quhar he lodgit mony a knicht. 
His dame fie peirlefs anes, and tair, 

For chait and bewtie fene, 
Nae marraw had in a' the land, 

Saif Margaret the quene 
III. Full th irttin fons to him fcho bare, 

AH men of valour flout) 
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In Windy flcht with (word 'n hand, 
Nyne loft their lives bot doubt ; 

Fouryit remainit ; lan 1 mote ihey live 
Fo Hand by liege and la d 

Hie was their fame, hie was their michtj 
And hie was their command. 

IV. Grii luve thty bare to Y airly fair, 

I heir filter iaft and deir, 
Her girdle Hia^ it her middle jimp, 

And gowden glift her hair 
Quhat waefou wae hirbewtie bred? 

Waefou to zung and auld, 
Waefou I trow to kyth and km, 

As llory ever tauld. 

V. The King of Node in fummertyde, 

Paft up with pouir and micht, 
Landit in fair Scotland the yle, 

Wi' mony a haidie knicht. 
The tydings to our gude Scots king 

Cam as he fat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in braif aray, 

Drink md the biude-red wyne. 

VI. * To lorfe. to horfe, my royal liege, 

< Your faes Hand in the ftrand 5 
< Full twenty thoufand glitterand fpeirs, 

« The chiefs of Norfe command.' 
« Bring memy ftcid, Mage, dapph- gray,* 

Our gude king raiic and cryd : 
A truftier beait in all the land, 

A Scots king nevir feyd. 

VII. " Gae'' little Page " tell Hardyknute," 

Wha lives on hill fae hie, 
" To draw his f word, the dreld of faes, 
« And haile and follow me." 



The little Page flew fwift as dart; 

Flung by his mafleris arm ; 
« Cum down, cum down, Lord Hardy, 
knute, 

< And rede zour king frae harm. 
VIII. Then reid, reid grew his dark-brown 
9 cheiks, 

Sae did his dark-brown brow ; 
His luiksgrew keneas they were wonr 

In danger grit to do. 
He hestane a horn :-.s grene as grafs, 

And gien five founds ke fchrill, 
That tries in green v/od fchuke thereat, 
Sae loud rang Ska hill 
IX. His fons in man': port and glie, 
Had paft the fuliwneris morn ; 
Quhan lo, down in a gralfy dale, 
They heard their fatheris horn. 
m ■ That horn', quod they, < neir founds in 
peace, 

< We haif uther fport to byde 
And fune they heyd them up the' hill, 
And fune were at his fyde. 
X.. " Late, late zeftrene, I weind in peace 
M To end my lengthend lyfe ; 
«< My age micht weil excufe my 'arm 

" Frae manlie feats of ftryfe : 
" But now that Norfe dois proudly boaft, 

" Fair Scotland to inthral, 
« Its neir be faid of Hardyknute, 
" He feird to fecht or fall. 
XL " Robin of Rothfay, bend thy bow, 
" Thy arrows fchute fae leil, 
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" That mony acomelie countenant e 
4t They half turnit to deidliepale. 

" Braide Thomas, tak ze but zour lahfs, 
*' Ze neid nae weapons mair ; 

" Gif ze fecht weit, as ze did anes, 
iC 'Gaintt Weft morlandis ferfs heir. 

XII. " And Malcom, licht of fute as flag, 

" That runs in forelt wyld, 
" Get me my thoufands thrie of men 

" Weil bred to fword and fchield : 
" Bring me my horfe and harnifme, 

(i My blade of mettal clere. — " 
If faes but kend the hand it bare, 

They fune had fled for far. 

XIII. " Fareweil,my dame,fae peirlefs gude,' 

And tuke hir by the hand, 
" Fairer to me in age zou feim 

" Than maids for bewtie famd : 
" My zungeft fon fall here remain, 

" To guard thefe ftatelie touirs, 
M And fehut the filver bolt that keeps, 

" Sae fad zour painted bowers " 

XIV. And firft fcho wet hir comlie cbeiks, 

And then hir boddice grene ; 
The lilken cords of twirtle twin: 

Were plet with lilver fchene ; 
And apron let with mony a dyce 

Of ntidle wark fae rare, 
Wove by nae hand as ze may guefs, 

Saif that of Fairly fair. 

XV. And he hes ridden owre muir and mofs, 

Owre hills and mony a glen, 
Ouhan he came to a woundit knicht, 
Makand a heavy mane : 

• 4 9 \ 
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c Heir maun T lye, heir matjn T dye, 

' By treacheries faufe gyles ; 
c Witicfs ! was that eirgaif" faith 
* Po vv eked woman's fmiles ' 
XVI. " Sir knicht gin ze were in my bowir, 
Po Jean on fi'ken feat, 
" My lady's kyndlie care zoud pruvc, 

44 Ouha neir kend deidly hate : 
" Hitieil wald watch ze all the day 

H^r maids at < eid of nicht ; 
" And Fairly fair zourheart wald cheir^ 
" As icho (lands in zour iicht, 

NOTES. 
Trie title of the fir ft Edition, was Hardy- 
knute, a Fragment. Printed by Jamee 
Watfon, Edinburgh. 1719 

The fhnzas not in the hrlt Edition are, 

NOS 17, l8* 19 2 r, 2 2, 23. 24, 35, 36, 37, 

42 4^, nd the whole ot the fecund pait of 
Millar's Edition. 

St. I. 1 1 and 2.] Harchk- ute was taking* 
his morning wa lk on the top or battlements 
of his C ille, when the little page came and 
called ro him, ** Cut down, cum down, Lord 
Har 'yknute an 1 redr zour Kin<r ftae harm.' 3 
M '13 Seventie ze;r . j According to 
Scottish Hdiorians, Hardykuute, w^s an old 
man at the battle of the Largs, but not fo 
old as he is here faid to be. 

: t. I 1 4 ] Abercromby who writes the 
the life of Ah xandci, the Lord High Stew- 
ard ot Scotland, rep fcft nts Hare' knutc to 
have been deeply inteielted hi die affairs of 
the Scottilh nation during Ui» iif v . 



1 1 

8t. I. 1. c to 8 ] T Ha vp rhofen thefe four 
1'nes for words to the air of Hardy k mite, 
becaufe the firlt line is a f\ liable too Abort. 
William Pytkr, Efq; of VVoodhoufelic in 
bis diffcrtion on the Scott'fli viufu: fays, 
«• AH our old heroic ballads, focfi as 
Hardiknure, a d others, were kin doubt edly 
fung to chants compofed fo* th m, which ^:re 
now loft Mid that *' the moil ancient of 
the Scottifh ongs ftill preferved, arc ex- 
tremely timple and void of all ait " 

During the reign of Alexander MI. the 
Englifii and -cots enj ved p«ft£< but Har- 
dy knute, repretTed the Englifti robbers, who 
invaded Scotland for the purpofe oi plund- 
ering. 

St. I I. 7. >word ] Xnold Knglifh author 

in wri:ing of the Scots arms, fuss, they iiave 
* fvvords all broad and th-n, ftif exceeding 
good temper, and nniveif. lly fo made ab to 
ilice. that as 1 never la w none fo vuhki, fo I 
think it hard tod vift the better.' 

St LI. 1 » Hie on a hill ] This was a 
neceff ry precaution in thofe times, when 
ftreno-th wa^the only protection from violence 

St .ll. l i. H s cadie itude.J Mr. Tink- 
crton f-.ys, From the names an i whole 
t -nor of this poem, I am inclined to think 
the ch ef fcene is 1 tid in Cunmngl.amfhive, 
where like.vife the battle of the Largs fup- 
pofed to be that fo nobis defcribed in the 
firft part, was fought." 

Alfo, according to tradit'on, Olen-Gar- 
lacck caftk is the caftie of llavdykuute. It 
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Sands about a mile and a half on the north 
©f Kilburnie, on that ridge of hills, which 
Wretches to the weft and north of that village 
From the thicknefs of its walls, and its be- 
log acceflible on one fideonly, it appears to 
have been a place of confiderable ftrength. 
Ihe ruins of this Edifice are feen at a 
great diftance from the fouth- weft champaign 
country. In the 16th and 17th centuries, 
perfonsofthe name of Cunningham refided 
in Glen Garnock Cattle, 

St. II 1. 5. His Dame,] Was Jean, 
daughter and heirefs to James, who was fon 
of Angus Macrodorick, lord of the ifle of 
Bute, and who was defcended of Hardy- 
knute's own family. 

V St. II, v. 8. Save Margaret the quene 1 
She was the eldeft daughter of Henry III 
the King,and Eleanor the Queen of England;' 
and was confidered the molt beautiful woman 
of that age, as appears from the frequent 
allufions made to her in the writings of thofe 
times, particularly in the old hiftorical Scot- 
tifh Ballad of Sir James the Rofs, written 
long after the sera of Hardyknute. In that 
Ballad, the author, to extol the beauty of 
Matilda, daughter of Lord Buehan, the 
Miftrefs of his hero, draws the following 
contrail per poetica licentia. 

" The fair Matilda dear he lov'd, 
" A maid of beauty rare, 

" Even Margaret on the Scottifh throne, 
" Was never half fo fair." 



J* Nell/on, printer. 



S 



